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Stepan replied restrainedly, deliberately, as though
burdened by the questions:
" I was wounded in two places. As for the cossacks. , .
what of them? They left me there. ... I was taken
prisoner. . . . The Germans healed my wounds and sent me
to work. . . ."
" But we never had a letter from you in the village. . . ."
" I had no one to write to." Stepan threw away the end
of his cigar and immediately lit another.
" But how about your wife ? She's alive and well,"
" I wasn't living with her. 1 thought everybody knew
that."
His voice sounded dry, and there was not a warm note in
it. The mention of his wife did not seem to disturb him.
The driver cheerlessly waved his whip, the tired horses
pulled unwillingly at the traces. The wagonette bounced
over the rats, and Stepan ended the talk by turning his head
away, after asking:
" Going to the village ? "
" No, I'm off to the district ataman."
At the cross-roads Mishka turned to the right, and rose
in his stirrups;
" So long for the present, Stepan Andreich!"
Stepan touched the edge of his dusty hat with his finger
and replied coldly, enunciating every word as though he
were a foreigner:
" Good health to you!"